"You were good to think it up, Pasha," she said. "The
khokhol is very nice. And the girl—what a smart little
thing she is! Who is she?"
"A teacher," answered Pavel curtly, pacing the floor.
"She must be very poor. So badly dressed. It doesn't
take much to catch a cold. Where are her parents?"
"In Moscow," answered Pavel, then, stopping in front
of his mother, he said softly and very seriously, "Her
father is rich. He's in the iron business and owns a lot
of property. He disowned her because she chose this path
in life. She was brought up in comfort, used to having
everything she wanted. But now she walks seven versts
at night all alone,..."
His mother was shocked by this information. She stood
still in the centre of the room twitching her brows and
looking at her son. Then' she asked quietly, "Has she gone
to town?"
"Yes."
"Dear me! Isn't she afraid?"
"You (can see for yourself she isn't," laughed Pavel.
"But why did she go? She could have spent the night
here, slept with me."
"That wouldn't do. She might be seen here in the
morning, and we don't want that."
His mother gazed thoughtfully out of the window.
"I can't see what is so dangerous—and forbidden—in
this, Pavel," she said softly. "You don't do anything
wrong,, do you?"
This was what worried her, and she wanted to be reas-
sured,
"No, we don't do anything wrong," he answered firmly,
looking her calmly in the eye. "And yet all of us will
find ourselves in jail some day. You should know this,"
Her hands trembled.
"Perhaps—God willing—you will escape it somehow?"
she asked in a hushed voice.
"No," answered her son gently, "I don't want to de-
ceive you* It can't be escaped*"

